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	1. Chapter 1

**_Disclaimer: I don't own Doctor Who or the characters. I wish I did but I don't. I do, however own Rayne and all of her actions._**

_This is my first Fanfic so please be kind. I am a little nervous about what people will think about my story. It is an AU and I do follow the original story line but I made some changes to fit Rayne into the story. There will be some chapters, like this one, that are completely mine with the exception of a few characters. Enjoy. _

" Where is it? Where is it? Where is it?" I ask myself as I search around my room. Well it's Rose's room, but I am sleeping in it right now. I don't even know Rose yet. I have heard stories about her and seen pictures but I've never met her. She travels around with some bloke. And another thing, I don't even know how I got here in the first place. I remember the before part and the after part but the in between is still a bit fuzzy. What I do remember, is that I was fighting in the last great time war on Gallifrey. I remember getting shot by a Dalek and regenerating, but the rest is what's fuzzy. The next thing I know I am waking up in a flat on Powell Estate looking like a ten year old. I am a 520-year-old Time Lady, stuck in a child's body. I know we can control our regeneration cycle but I think I lost control. Why would I want to be ten again? Oh well it is what it is, now time to make the bet of it, yeah?

Walking into the living room I see Jackie, Rose's mum, setting up the Christmas tree. Oh how I love Christmas, haven't celebrated it since I was two and now I get to again. "Jackie, have you seen my script for the performance at school? I can't seem to find it. I thought I left it in the bedroom but it's not there."

"Look on the table in the kitchen. I think I saw it in there when I made tea."

I walk into the kitchen and find my script setting on the table next to my lunch for school. I pick it up and then grab a banana from the fruit bowl, mmmmmm how I do love bananas. I turn back to grab another and stick it into my pocket. You can never have too many bananas around. As I walk towards the front door to leave for school, I stop to give Jackie a quick hug, "Thanks, Jackie. I'm off to school now. Remember I have practice after school so I will be a bit late getting home."

"Alright, Rayne be careful."
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"Morning Mr. Finch." I said to the headmaster as I walked into the school.

I attend Deffry Vale School. I may look ten, but I am smart so after testing me, which I dumbed myself down a bit to fit in better, they put me with the 8th years. A few of the students like to pick on me but I don't let it bother me. I have shown a few just how smart I really am and they have backed off.

"Morning Miss Tyler." He replied. He seems kind of off to me. I can't place it but he just seems weird. He stands tall like he has a rod stuck up his backside and stares down his nose at anyone who walks by. I walk to my English Literature class and sit down ready to start the day. I love literature of all kinds, in any language, any author. Shakespeare, Jane Austin, and Agatha Christie are just a few of my favorites.

"Good morning class." The teacher says as she walks into the classroom.

"Good morning Mrs. Blanchard." We all reply as a group. Mrs. Blanchard is a nice looking lady. She looks very smart, has black hair cut pixy style and loves to teach about all kinds of books.

" Alright class. Today we will be finishing The Hobbit and tomorrow you will take your final exam on it. Friday is a half day, so I hope you will all enjoy your Christmas Holiday." I sighed. I hate exams and tomorrow will be full of end of term exams plus we have our theater performance tomorrow evening. The play is called A Christmas Carol. I pull The Hobbit out of my bag and skim over a few parts. I have already finished reading it so there is no need to read again. I read over my notes as well so I can make sure I haven't missed anything that might be important. As I look over my notes I think about my father. I haven't seen him since I found my way to Earth and I can't help but wonder if he made it off Gallifrey alive or if he died with the rest of the Time Lords and Ladies. Last time I saw him he looked all worn with battle torn clothes and eyes that looked so tired from all that he had seen. I often worried about what he would do. Before I could wonder further, I hear the bell ring signaling the end of the class. I put my notebook and book back in my bag and stand to leave. "Miss. Tyler?" Mrs. Blanchard says to me.

"Yes?" I reply trying to figure out if I had done something wrong.

"Will I see you at theater rehearsal after school is over today?"

"Yes. I will be there. I wouldn't miss it." I reply as I walk out the door.
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I walk into the theater after school and sling my bag onto one of the chairs. As I sit down next to my bag, I look over to my friend, "Hey Micah."

"Hey Rayne." He replied. "Ready for our last rehearsal before the performance?"

"Yep," I replied popping the 'P'. "As ready as I will ever be."

"Alright. Listen up everyone." Mrs. Blanchard yelled clapping her hands. " We will start in ten minutes. Get in your places and get ready to begin." I look over at Micah with a smile, grab my bag and walk onto the stage.

"Hey Annaleigh. Hey Castiel." I say as I jump up onto the stage. I walk to the back stage area and set my bag down so I can get ready. The play is a rendition of The Christmas Carol by Dickens. The main character is Eliza Scrooge played by me. I hear Mrs. Blanchard clap her hands again. Man that woman and her hand clapping, she just loves it.

"Places everyone!" I move to my position. The stage is set up like a restaurant. Eliza enters to find carolers singing.

"What's with all this singing? Who authorized this?"

"Sorry Ms. Scrooge. Mrs. Crachet said it was ok." One of the carolers replies in a scared voice. Eliza glares at the caroler.

"Roberta!" Eliza yells

"Yes Ms. Scrooge?" She replies

"Did you tell all of these people that they could make all this noise in here?" Eliza asks still glaring.

"They paid the required fee, Ms. Scrooge."

"Did you charge them double? It is a holiday."

"Um….no, sorry, Ms. Scrooge. I didn't."

"Then out with ya! Every one of ya, get out!" Eliza yells as she casts her hand toward the door. The carolers then scramble to exit.

"Should I refund their money?" Crachet asks Eliza.

"NO! They were here half the time and they paid half the money. It's a done deal in my eyes. Don't you agree Mrs. Crachet?"

"Yes ma'am." She replies casting her eyes downward.

"Good, now bring me some tea." Eliza says as she takes off her coat.

"Which flavor would you like, ma'am?" Eliza thinks for a moment, one with cinnamon and cloves sounds good.

"We have a long night ahead." Eliza says as she sits at a table with bills and receipts on it. "How about the Christmas tea. I'd love something with a bit of cinnamon and cloves in it."

"Yes, Ms. Scrooge." She says as she starts to walk off.

"Oh, and do we have any of that chocolate cake left?" Eliza asks before she can get to far away.

"I believe we have one slice left."

"Fantastic! Bring that too." Eliza says as she starts to work.

"Yes Ms. Scrooge." Crachet says as she pauses to see if Eliza has any other requests.

"Make it quick!"

"Yes ma'am." She replies running off to the kitchen.

"Now where was I," Eliza says to herself, "ah yes let's see, restaurant receipt; bills and uh…credit? Ah, I see that someone wishes to extend his or her credit. Well for 30% interest I believe I can do just that." Eliza chuckles to herself. A draft blows the papers across the table. She looks up and sees two ladies rush in. She sighs, " Just what I needed."

"Hello Mrs. Scrooge, I am sister Sadie and this is sister Katie." Sadie says as she points to Katie.

"I know who you are." Eliza replies angrily. "Every year you come around begging for money." Katie laughs as Eliza says this.

"Always the comedian."

"Have you made your yearly donation to the Sisters of Suffering Charity?" Sadie said.

"I will pay as much this year as I do every year." Eliza snaps

"Which is?" Katie asks cautiously.

"Absolutely nothing." Eliza snaps

"But it helps the poor and the needy." Sadie replies.

"The Sick and the suffering." Katie says.

" I seem to be the only one in the room suffering." Eliza replies as she rubs her hand down her face.

"But you have the most successful restaurant in town. Surly you could spare something?" Sadie says bravely. Eliza pauses for a moment as if to think about giving in.

"How about a tip?" Eliza asks. Katie's eyes light up and she smiles.

"Okay!"

"Stop feeding the poor, hungry, sick, and suffering. It makes them live a little bit longer and makes them suffer just a little bit more. Do them and me a favor and just stop. There are too many people in the world as it is. Let them die and decrease the population." Eliza sees a defeated look in the girl's eyes. With shoulders slumped Sadie grabs Katie and looks at Eliza.

"I see that we are done here. Katie, I think it's best if we leave now." Katie sets some fliers on the table, then turns and leaves. "Merry Christmas." Christmas? Bah humbug. Eliza thinks to herself. At least they left me something useful. This paper will burn quite nicely.

"Crachet! Where is my…" Eliza starts to yell before realizing she is right there. "Set it down there." Eliza says pointing.

"Will there be anything else?" Crachet asks while setting down the tray.

"What do you mean? Eliza asks glancing suspiciously at her. "Of course there is something else. The kitchen needs cleaning."

"Already done." Came her reply.

"Put the food away and plan tomorrow's special."

"Done and done."

"Sweep, wash, and wax the floor." Eliza adds smugly knowing it all hasn't been done.

"Done." She states

"Not in here it hasn't." Eliza states raising her eyebrows and pointing around her.

"Ms. Scrooge please, it's Christmas, I've been working overtime all week. Can I at least get home in time to put my children to bed?"

"Can't your husband do that?"

"He does it every night."

" Fine," Eliza sighs. " I am a responsible woman. Take the rest of the night off…without pay." She quickly adds.

" Oh thank you." Crachet says as she reaches out to hug Eliza.

"Don't you dare hug me," Eliza states putting her hands up to block her. "I don't do the hugging thing."

"Sorry Ms. Scrooge. I understand." She says while wringing her hands. "Uh, Ms. Scrooge, about tomorrow." Eliza looks up from her tea and cake.

"What about tomorrow?" She asks disapprovingly

"Well I was wondering if I could take tomorrow morning off. It's Christmas morning and, well, you know, I want to watch my children open their presents." Eliza takes a sip of her tea and then sets it down.

"And who will manage things around here if you are off playing?" Eliza asks

"But it's Christmas," replies Crachet in a whiny voice. "We never get many customers on Christmas."

"We are the only ones open tomorrow. What if someone's Christmas dinner gets ruined? Huh? What then?" Eliza asks matter of factly.

"Um…go to Tesco?" She replies to Eliza's question

"That discount store?" She yells. "Rubbish! The very thought makes me ill. How can anyone run a business that way?"

"Look, I promise to be in by 8. The children should be done opening their presents by then. Please." She pleads with large brown eyes. _Who does she remind me of? Hmm… Hey, Rayne, you're supposed to be performing the play not thinking about someone's big brown eyes. Oh yeah, where are we?_

"You will be here by your usual time or you can find a new job!" Eliza yells. "Is that clear? Now I have been more than generous with you tonight, Crachet, go home now before I change my mind."

"Yes, Ms. Scrooge." Crachet replies defeated. She starts to walk out the door and then stops. "Merry Christmas Ms. Scrooge," she calls out over her shoulder and then walks out the door.

"Bah Humbug." Eliza replies to no one as she takes a bite of cake. "That woman has no work ethic, but she can sure bake a good cake." Eliza tries to stifle a yawn, "What kind of tea did she make me?" Looking at the label on the bag, "Sleepy-time tea! That idiot! I've got loads of paperwork to do." She says, as her eyelids get heavier. Starting to drift off we hear "I must get it done," and then snoring as she falls asleep.

_AN: I stopped the first chapter here. When I wrote this out I found I have 30 written pages. I have now typed 9 written pages and have 7 typed and 2353 words. So Chapter 2 will continue the play that Rayne is performing. I hope yall like the first chapter. Let me know your thoughts. Thanks._


	2. Chapter 2

A thump is heard coming from the kitchen. "What was that?" Eliza asks as she walks toward the kitchen. "Crachet? Are you still here?" _Another thump. _"Oh! It could be a thief!" _Heavy steps._ She takes out her cell phone, "I better call the police." _Hits phone._ " Phone's dead. Really!? It had a full charge when I fell asleep. How can it be dead already?" _More thumps._ Eliza picks up a fork and brandishes it as if it is a weapon, "I've got a rather large weapon and I am not afraid to use it." She cautiously walks around as she continues to hear rattling, thumping, moaning and other spooky sounds. As she grips her fork tighter she asks herself, "Is it the tea or cake making me hear these things? I swear I am hearing…" A look of surprise crosses her face as the ghost of Marla appears. "…and seeing things."

"Eliza Scrooge!" She yells as she rattles her tableware that she has dangling on herself.

"Who are you?" Eliza asks

"I am your old partner Marla. You've been a very naughty girl, Eliza."

"G-G-Go away." She stammers. "I know you have to be something I ate. I-I just need some medicine. Some plop, plop, fizz, fizz and you will be gone."

"I have come to warn you." Marla says airily. "Warn you of a fate worse than death."

"The missionaries were here earlier. Sorry I am not interested."

"I have come to tell you that you will share my fate unless you change." She replies as if I haven't said anything.

"Your fate?" Eliza questions, " What are you talking about?" She holds up the tableware.

"I have paid heavily for my sins."

"What's with the table setting?"

"This is my punishment for cheating people." Pointing to the forks, "The forks are for every time we overcharged," points to spoons, "the spoons for every serving we shorted someone and the knives," points to the knives, "are for every competitor we stabbed in the back."

"Those were good times." Eliza says with a smile.

"Good times. Good times!" she yells while shaking here tableware in agony.

"Calm down." She tells Marla. "Take it easy."

"Your punishment will be worse than mine unless you change."

"Well the only change I like is the kind that goes into my pocket."

"Tonight you will be visited by three spirits." Marla says as she holds up three fingers.

"Three?!" Eliza exclaims, "I am very busy here. Couldn't we schedule them for later in the week?"

"At the stroke of midnight, the first will appear. Then the others will appear at each hour after."

"I must admit, you look very much like Marla and I do feel a bit anxious about all of this. So, ha ha," She laughs, "jokes over. Now get out before I call the cops!"

"The fist will appear at midnight. Please, Eliza, this is your last chance. Heed my warning." She says as she fades out.

"The only warning I need is on the label." Eliza mumbles as she sits back down to her work. " Now I am seeing things." As she grabs a paper she yawns, "Now where was I before the ghost of Christmas indigestion appeared?" **_Yawns and drifts off to sleep. Lights fade to black. The clock chimes 12. The ghost of Christmas PAST is now standing in the corner. Lights come up. Eliza looks around sleepily. _**" Asleep again?" she says to herself. "How an I ever going to get things done tonight?" She looks down at her watch. "Christmas day already? Maybe I should call Crachet in early. I am way behind."

"Good morning Eliza Scrooge," The ghost of Christmas past says.

"Who are you?" Eliza asks jumping up from her sleep. "How did you get in here?"

"I am the ghost of Christmas past."

"This can't be," she says disbelievingly.

"I have come to show you your past."

"Sorry, I have already been there and don't care to go back." Past holds out her hand to Eliza.

"Please come with me." She asks Eliza.

"Through the wall?" Eliza asks

"Watch," she says as she takes Eliza's hand and leads her through the wall.

"What's going on?" She asks.

"We're taking a step back in time." **_Yellow lights come up in the restaurant. Checkered tablecloths on the table and papers are gone. Woman fusses over little girl. _**"Do you know this place?" Past asks Eliza

"It' our old family restaurant," she says excitedly. "That's my mother and that's me. Mother was always fussing over me." She walks over to he mother. "Hello mother."

"She can't hear you." Past says.

"I forgot how beautiful she was."

"And how bratty you were." Past replies. Younger Eliza pounds her little fists on the table.

"But I wanna play Monopoly!" she yells.

"But we just got done playing Life." Mother replies

"Monopoly! Monopoly!" younger Eliza yells as she pounds her fists on the table.

"I loved Monopoly as a child." She laughs, "I couldn't get enough of it."

"Fine." Mother says as she gives in. "I will just go and get it." **_Young Eliza cheers with Eliza. Mother starts to go get the game then stops and puts her hand to he chest. Young Eliza is oblivious. Older Eliza goes to mother. _**

"Mother, what's wrong?" Her mother falls to the ground. "Mother!" she yells "Someone help her, call an ambulance!" She walks over to her younger self, "Go get help!" Young Eliza walks over to mother and steps over her.

"You're so lazy. I will just go get the game myself."

"Please spirit, torture me no more. Please take me away. I don't want to see anymore," She pleads.

"Let's go to another time in your life." Past says as she grabs her hand. **_ Lights fade to black._**

"Please let it be a happier time." **_ Yellow light comes back up on a party scene. People mill around in audience as well as on stage. Actors get audience involved as if they were part of the party. "Everyone cheer when Aunt arrives."_** "It's one of my aunt's famous Christmas parties. I always loved these parties. A major waste of money, but so much fun." **_Aunt enters, everyone cheers. _**"And there is my aunt. She was so wonderful. She came to take care of me when my mother died and ran the restaurant."

"Welcome everyone." My aunt says. "I wish to thank you for your support in making little Eliza's restaurant a success this year." **_Teen Eliza enters _**

"My aunt always called it my restaurant." Eliza says to Past. "Look at me. I'm not so little anymore."

"Thank you for coming." Teen Eliza says.

"I was so pretty." My aunt claps her hands to get everyone's attention.

"Music! Let's dance!" Teen Eliza stops her aunt.

"Auntie, have you seen Charlie?"

"No, but he did leave a note for you."

"Charlie?" Eliza says to herself, "Oh, no! I remember this part! Eliza, don't read that note!" She tries to take the note away from her younger self only to have her hand pass straight through it. "Please don't read that note. It will break your heart." **_Eliza reads the note. Dear Eliza, I'm so sorry but I can't see you anymore… _** She starts sobbing.

"What's wrong?" Her aunt asks her.

"I hate him! I hate him! I hate all men!" Teen Eliza yells as she rips up the note and storms off.

"Eliza, please." Our aunt yells as she chase after teen Eliza. Eliza turns away from the scene.

"Please Spirit, no more. Take me home." **_Lights dim._**

"Perhaps you've seen enough," Past replies.

"Just take me home," was Eliza's reply. **_Lights come up normal on the original restaurant with the piles of papers._** "Home. Now go spirit. You have tormented me enough tonight."

"I will go," replied the spirit, "but you will be visited again at the stroke of one."

"GO!" she yells as past disappears. "What a miserable life. Was it really so horrible?" She asks herself. **_Light slowly fades. A bell tolls once behind stage. The lights slowly come up and the ghost of Christmas present comes in. _**

"HO! HO! HO!" present says. "Hello, little girl. Have you been good this year?" Eliza looks at him like he's crazy.

"How did you get in here? Go take your cheer somewhere else."

"HO! HO! HOOO!" He says as he looks in the bag, "Nope, nothing for you."

"Woohoo! Big surprise there!" Eliza says as she twirls her finger in the air. "Now get out!"

"Don't you know me?" Present asks.

"Sure Santa, I am the one that took your bell away from you at the mall and threw it out into traffic. You realize how annoying those bells can be? Ding, ding, ding…"

"Come, I want to show you something." Present says as he reaches for Eliza's hand.

"I've seen enough tonight," She replies. Present takes out a bell and rings it. The lights go black.

"COME!"

"Hey I paid my bills. What's going on here? Who turned out the lights? Turn them back on!"

"Very well," Present replies as he rings the bell again. **_ Lights come up blue and the mess on the table is gone. A tattered tablecloth is on the table now. The Crachet family is happily preparing for their meal. _**

"Jenny, please set the table. Sam, help your little sister to the table." Mrs. Cachet tells her children.

"Come on Tammie," Sam says as he wheels his little sister to the table.

"Thank you Sam. You're such a great brother." Tammie says to Sam.

"When's Papa coming home?" Jenny asks.

"I am not sure, sweetie." Crachet replies to her oldest daughter.

"Where is that deadbeat husband of hers?" Eliza asks Present.

"He is on call. He is an EMT. There was a terrible accident and he is there as we speak trying to save someone's life."

"Oh."

"Thank you Tammie," Sam says as he lifts her into her chair at the table.

"Here comes Christmas dinner!" Crachet says to the kids as she sets a platter on the table.

"Don't you mean Christmas Eve dinner?" Sam asks his mother.

"Oi! It's after one a.m. It's Christmas Dinner" she tells her children.

"Well then, let's open the presents!" Jenny yells.

"We will wait for your father to get home," she tells them.

"Okay," replies Jenny.

"Look at the size of that platter! That must be a 20-pound turkey. How can she afford that? I had better check inventory. Maybe she took it. I am glad you showed me this, Spirit. I…" Present holds a finger to Eliza's lips to quiet her then points at Crachet as she takes the lid off the platter.

"Dinner is served," Crachet says.

"You made mashed potatoes look like a turkey!" Tammie exclaimed.

"That is so cool mom!" Sam says, "I will take the turkey leg!" They all laugh as Crachet serves up the potatoes.

"Potatoes?" Eliza asks. "That's it? That's all they have?"

"That's all they can afford." Present tells her.

"Why aren't they upset about it? Why aren't the children complaining? How can they be laughing?" She asks.

"So happy and so little money. How is this possible?" Present asks. Tammie starts coughing uncontrollably from all of the laughing.

"Sam, get her medicine." Crachet tells him quickly. Sam runs to get her medicine and gives it to him mother. Crachet gives the spray to Tammie who inhales it and starts getting better. "Are you okay?"

"Yes, momma. Just fine now," she replies with a sigh. "But I am tired. Could you take me to bed?"

"Of course, sweetie. Come on." She picks Tammie up from her chair and takes her to her room. "I will be right back children. Don't eat all the turkey." The kids laugh. **_Lights fade except for a spotlight on Eliza and Present. _**

"What's wrong with the little girl?" Eliza asks.

"They don't really know. They can't afford a specialist to find out. The clinic says it's sever asthma."

"But she can't walk. Asthma doesn't do that."

"But the clinic says…"

"That girl needs a specialist immediately." Eliza interrupts.

"Shall we?" Present asks Eliza as the lights go black.

"Are you taking me home?"

"Nope. I am taking you to John Cachet who is with someone you know." **_Blue lights come up on John kneeling by a covered body. _**

"I thought you said he saved someone's life?" Eliza said.

"He saved one woman but not the other." Jim makes a phone call.

"I am going to have to call this one," Jim says. "No, don't send the helicopter. I know I am not a Doctor but CPR can't be done. Her face has been ripped off. I can't even find a mouth," he sighs. "Sorry to yell, it's just that I know these ladies. The other is stable and on her way to the hospital." He hangs up the phone. "Why GOD? Why do you take the good ones and leave the bad ones like Eliza Scrooge to torment us?"

"Did you hear what he just said? Did you hear it?" Eliza asked. **_Lights fade on Jim and go to a spotlight on Eliza and Present. _**

"Does that upset you?" Present asks

"Upset me? I am furious." Eliza says

"Why do you care about what other people think?"

"I..I don't."

"Aren't you curious about who is under that blanket?" He asks Eliza.

"Not really," she replies.

"Just a little curious?" he pushes.

"Fine. Who is it?"

"Remember those two ladies from the Sisters of Charity? That is sister Katie."

"Sister Katie!" she exclaims, mouth dropping open. "But I just saw her. I have known her since we were young girls. We went to school together. I always thought she was crazy for taking a vow of poverty and she thought I was crazy for vowing to get rich. Now she's gone." Eliza pauses, starting to get angry. "What are they doing out here at this late hour anyway?"

"They were a few hundred dollars short of their goal. They refused to go home until they had enough." Present stated.

"How could they be so stupid?"

"Stupid? I think it was more along the line of dedicated."

"It was greed that killed him," Eliza states.

"Greed?" Present asks.

"They had to have more money. It's never enough for them. It wouldn't matter if I gave them one dollar or a thousand dollars. They would still want more." Eliza says as she fights back tears.

"The money wasn't for them, Eliza Scrooge." Present chastised.

"Why do I care anyways?"

"I will take you home now." **_Bell rings. Lights go black. Then comes up on Eliza alone. _**

"Are you there spirit? Bah Humbug!" The clock strikes two. "Oh no." **_Wind. Feels a chill. The lights turn slowly too red. _**"H-Hello? Someone here?" **_The ghost of Christmas future appears. Future is completely covered in a cloak. More chilling wind. _**"Who are you? Are you the ghost of Christmas Future?" Future nods. "You frighten me spirit. I don't wish to see what you want to show me." **_Future points._** "N-No, please." Eliza says as the light fades. "Where are you taking me?" **_Red lights come up on the Crachet family. They are sitting at the table. _**"Here again?" she asks. **_Jim, Jenny, Sam and Mrs. Crachet sit at the table. _**

"Thank you Lord for giving us another Christmas together…"

"Wait, together?" Eliza asks. "Where is the little girl?" Future points to an empty wheel chai in the corner. Eliza watches as the family sadly passes around a plate of food and eats in silence. "The wheel chair is empty. Where is she spirit? Is she dead?" Future nods again. "It's true? But this is only a possible future right? Can it be changed?" Eliza asks Future. **_ Future doesn't move. Lights change to black._** "Please spirit, please tell me it can be changed. That little girl doesn't deserve to die." **_Red lights come up on a grave. We see a scene of a thief steeling from and killing some rich old lady. _**"Don't show me her grave, spirit. I get the point. You don't need to show me this." Future points. "I don't want to spirit. Please take me home. I have seen enough." Future points again and Eliza finally gives in, "Fine. I will look." She walks over to the grave and pulls away the growth. "It seems that no one ever comes here. It's so grown over and dirty." She brushes off the name. " That name! It's mine! Eliza Scrooge. Will I die here? What happened to my tomb? Why do I have this obscure little gravestone? Did people hate me so much that they even robbed me in death?" She fell down by the grave crying. Future walks away. "Please spirit, tell me this can be changed. Tell me I can change all of this." Eliza says sweeping her arm around her. **_Lights fade to black. _**"I don't want to die this way. I don't want that little girl to die." **_Lights come up on the restaurant. _**"It's morning! It's Christmas morning!" She yells as she grabs her purse. "I have so much to do!" She goes one direction and then the other. "But what do I do first?" Eliza looks up as she hears the front door. Mrs. Crachet enters.

"Sorry, I am a little, Ms. Scrooge. I guess I over slept."

"6:05." Eliza says looking at her watch.

"I know, I know," she says. "That's a whole hour deduction off my pay. If I don't start on the hour, I don't get paid for the hour."

"Maybe I should just fire you."

"What!? Oh please no! It won't happen again!" She exclaims.

"Or maybe I should just give you a raise and the day off." Eliza says with a hint of a smile.

"Wait, what?"

"It's Christmas. Take the whole day off. I can handle things here."

"Are you sure?" she asks cautiously.

"Dead serious." She replies pulling out money. "Here is the raise in advance. And go get your family a big turkey out of the fridge for dinner today."

"Thank you! I am so happy I could hug you!"

"The hug me." Eliza says with a grin and open arms.

"OK, now I know you are sick." She says laughing.

"Wait a second." Eliza says handing Cachet a card. " I noticed your youngest daughter wasn't looking to well."

"I didn't even know you knew I had a daughter."

"Two daughters and a son to be exact." Eliza says.

"How did you…"

"Never mind that. That card is from my doctor. I want you to take your daughter there and have her checked."

"But she only has asthma."

"Maybe, maybe not," Eliza replies. "But you can never be to careful about these things. I will have my doctor arrange for her to see a specialist."

"Are you sure you are ok?" he asks.

"Never better," is her reply.

"Tell you what. My oven won't hold one of those turkeys. How about I cook one here and bring my family over? We could have Christmas dinner together." Eliza looks at Cachet with disbelief in her eyes.

"With me?" Eliza asks.

"Of course."

"Wonderful!"

"We live close. I will be right back." She leaves and as she goes through the doors, I hear carolers.

"That's singing. Hey come in here!" Eliza yells.

"Sorry, Ms. Scrooge. We shouldn't have been singing on this block." One of them says.

"Wait! Do you want some hot apple cider?" Eliza asks.

"Um…well…I don't know." Came the reply.

"Everyone get in here. We shall have some hot cider. It's on me."

"What's the catch?" someone asks.

"Catch? Oh, well you will have to sing for me."

"But we can't afford to pay the fee to sing again." One caroler says.

"Fee? How much was that?" Eliza hands the caroler money. "I forgot to refund you the money for last night. And it's Christmas. The theater is free on Christmas."

"I will get the others!"

"We're back." Mrs. Crachet says as she returns with her husband and children.

"That was fast." Eliza says.

"We live across the street." Sam chips in.

"You do?" Eliza asks.

"All this time my wife has worked for you and you never noticed?" Jim asks

"Jim, please be nice." Crachet tells her husband.

"No, Mrs. Crachet. He is right. I haven't noticed a lot of things. But that is going to change." Eliza walks over to Tammie. "And how are you this Christmas morning?"

"Wonderful." She replies.

"Good to hear it." Thinking to self, "now if I only had some presents for you."

"Presents!" Sam says.

"Don't be greedy son." Crachet tells her son.

"Yes Sam, greed is a bad thing. It's like a disease that gets into your heart and slowly kills it."

"Ew, gross." Came his reply.

"Is there a cure?" He asks Eliza.

"Yes, sweetie there is." Eliza hands each child twenty bucks. "It's called giving. Merry Christmas."

"Wow! Twenty bucks!" Sam exclaims.

"Is it not enough?" Eliza asks.

"It's to much." Jim says.

"Please, only this once. I promise next year I will get them actual presents."

"Next year? Is this going to be a tradition?" Crachet asks.

"I hope so, I truly hope so." She replies as the carolers come in singing. "Ah, it's my favorite song."

"I thought you hated carolers." Came Crachet's reply.

"Not anymore." Was Eliza's reply as we all start singing We Wish You A Merry Christmas. At the end of the song we hear Tammie say,

"God bless us everyone."

**_Curtain falls._**

"And that's a wrap!" Mrs. Blanchard says. "Great job everyone! Go home, get some rest. See you all tomorrow." I grab my bag from backstage and head home.

DWDWDWDWDWDWDWDWDWDWDWDW

The last few days have been crazy. Finals and the play performance, which was fantastic if I do say so my self, and buying last minute gifts. And then there is Jackie and Mickey, neither of them know if Rose will be home for Christmas or not. Jackie and I are sitting here trying to finish decorating and get the presents wrapped and under the tree. Jackie looks at one that she got Rose and then stares off into space as if willing her to come home. "Don't worry Jackie, I'm sure she will come home soon."

"I know." She says. "I want you to meet her and I just want to know that she is ok." As she finishes talking we hear a whooshing sound. I smile, I know that sound. It's my dad's T.A.R.D.I.S. I can tell Jackie knows the sound too. She starts to run out the door yelling, "ROSE!"

I follow her out after I make sure I am wearing my pendant with the perception filter on it. I don't want him to know it is me yet. I don't want to risk messing with the timelines. As I get down the stairs I see Mickey catching up to Jackie.

"Mickey!" Jackie yells grabbing his arm.

"Jackie, it's the T.A.R.D.I.S!" he says grabbing her arm too. We all start looking around for it.

"I know, I know, I heard it. She's alive, Mickey. I said so, didn't I? She's alive!"

"Just shut up a moment," Mickey says holding his finger up. Looking up we see the T.A.R.D.I.S. come out of mid-air and bounce off one block of flats, a second and a third before avoiding a post office van and finally crashing into a set of waste bins. The door opens and the Doctor steps out. I smile at him as he glances around at his surroundings.

"Here we are then, London, Earth, the solar system. We did it." He glances at Jackie, Mickey and I. "Jackie! Mickey! Who are you? Blimey! No, no, no, no, hold on. Wait there. I've got something I had to tell you, something important. What was it? No, hold on, hold on, hold on…" He is walking around confused while saying all of this. He finally stops and puts his hands on Jackie and Mickey's shoulders. "Shush, shush, shush, shush. Oh! I know! Merry Christmas!" He then collapses on the pavement. I kneel down next to him to touch his chest to check for heartsbeat and his temples to make sure he is ok. Good thing he won't remember me mentally checking on him.

"I think he will be ok." I tell them. At that moment Rose walks out of the T.A.R.D.I.S.

"What happened? Is he alright?" she asks.

"I don't know, he just keeled over. But who is he? Where is the Doctor?" Mickey says.

"That's him." Rose replies as she looks at him. " Right in front of you. That's the Doctor." Jackie looks at Rose disbelievingly.

"What do you mean, that's the Doctor? Doctor Who?"

_AN: Here is the end of the chapter. Hope everyone liked it. Don't forget to review to let me know what you think. _


End file.
